SOME LETTERS OF
But where she strays, in blight or blooth,
One fadeless flower she wears,
A mystic gift God gave my youth,
Whose petals dim are fears,
Awes, adorations, songs of ruth,
Hesitancies and tears.
O! heart of mine, with all thy powers,
Of strange beatitude,
What is the dearest of God's dowers
To the children of His blood?
Where blow the lovesome wilding flowers
In the hollows of His wood ?
WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY. May, 1896.
The revised form of this poem,  printed  in  the "Poems" of 1901, is as follows: —
HEART'S WILD FLOWER
TO-NIGHT her lids shall lift again, slow, soft, with
vague desire, And lay about my breast and brain their hush of spirit
fire, And I shall take the sweet of pain as the laborer his
hire.
60 unclasp hands and go. 59f I could have got it said would have had a certain large interpretive value. Let me know your opinion, at as great length as your nerves and your nurse will permit.
